A s ————

-

. ————— i —— s

= s
— ==

of the Altrurian pursuing
studies. -

In the new book we have the Altrurian's

lotters, written home during his sojourn
here, and we have letters from Altruria
written by an American lady whose felicity
it was to marry the Altrurian and to ao-
campany him thither. In the letters of the
first group it is proved abundantly anew
that our visitor from afar (immensely afar,

observations of life in New York, The
results of his “study of the plutooratio mind"”
may be found here. It is put down in his
letters that New Yorkers used to live in
private houses, boarding houses or hotels,
but that great numbers of them now live
in "apartments.” The various housing of
people in apartments is described. The
complicated and tremendous noise that
pervades New York was naturally remarked
by the Altrurian. “People are born and
married and live and die in the midst of an
uproar so frantfo that you would think
they would go mad of it,” he records. He
speaks of apartmaents along the lines of the
elevated railroads. “In health it is bad
enough,” he says, “but in sickness it must
be horrible beyond all parallel. Imagine a
mother with a dying child in such a place;
or a wife bending over the pillow of her
husband to catch the last faint whisper of
farewell as a train of five or six cars goes
roaring by the open window! What horror!
What profanation!®

From these distressing and truthful
representations (though it may be noted
that & persistent plano is as bad as @ rail-
road for the nérves) it is agreeabls to
proceed with the Altrurian to Mre, Makely's
flat, situated in one of the better streets
and commanding a rent perhaps as large
as the salaries of two or three ocollege
presidents. There is a good deal about
the Makelys and their domesgic life, Many
matters of living interest to New Yorkers
are touched upon in the recorded conver-
sations between the Altrurian and theee
pleasant people—servants, storage ware-
houses, the cooking at olubs, the regular
and finished attentions received by the
dwellers in flats from the milkman, the
joeman, the butcher's man, the grooer's
man—all the army of faithful men who
bring things to the kitohen. Several
chapters are devoted by the Altrurian to

the review of a Thanksgiving dinner to

which he was invited by the Makelys, He
was overwhelmed by the size of it, dnd
no reader will be likely to think that it
was not ample. . It included soup, fish
and sliced cucumbers, sweetbreads and
green peas, beefl tenderloim = and . mush+
rooms, stewed terrapin, stuffed peppers,
radishes, olives, celery and roasted almonds,
water ioce flavored with rum, “a roast turkey
that looked as large as an ostrich,” canvas-
back ducks, cranberry sauce and eurrent
jelly, salad, ice cream, fruit, candies, dif-
ferent kinds of cheese, coffee, liqueurs, and
mixed wines in a perpetual flow from the
beginning on. In what may be regarded
as mercy the pumpkin pie was left out.

It wae at this gigantic dimner that the
Altrurian met Mrs. Strange. She was
coharming, with gray eyes and testh pot too
regular. “Her mouth was very sweet,
whether she laughed or sat gravely sllent.”
She was a young widow. Eveleth Strange
her very agresable whole name was. She
was possessed by a gentle melancholy
because she was rioch. Sometimes ber
thoughts upon this matter were disturb-
ing. Speaking of her money she once said:
*I have given and givem, but there seems
some evil spell on the principal that guards
it from encroachment, so that it remains
the same, and, if I do not watoh, the interest
grows in the bank, with that frightful life
dead money seems endowed with, as the
hair of dead people grows in the grave.”
Surely that thought was unpleasant enough.
It did not surpriee us that her mother,
hearing, should have murmured, “Eve-
Jeth!® Of her beautifl and bouse,
provided for her by ber husband, in which
“gvery fizture, every movable, was an
artistio masterpiece,” in whioh the carpets
were worth thoussnds and the pictures
tens of thousands, Eveleth said: *After it
was all done we, neither of us liked it, and
when he died I felt as if he had left me in
a tomb here.” The reader will early appre-
hend of Eveleth that she was fitted by
nature for Altruria, There was some mo-
mentary confusion and threat of incom-
patibility over United Btates bonds and
other material propertiess after she and
the Altrurian were engaged. Eveleth pro-

ti® what we call a string to these.
*I want to show people that we are just as
practioal as anybody,” she said, with a
laugh and a kise; “and if they can know
that I bave left my money in United States
bonds they'll respect us. Don’t you see?
We ocan come back and preach and teach
Altrurianism, and as long as we pay our
way nobody will have a right to say a word.
Why, Tolstoi himself doesn't destroy his
money, though he wants other people to
do it. His wife keeps it and supports the
family. You Aare to do it." This was a
lighter view of mongy than her other view
that we have noted--lighter at least in its

in New York, The Altrurian writing here

“must have had advantages that oould not

be commanded by Eveleth writing from

his Ameriosn
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and how hideously it behaves? It made
us both wish we were dead.” They buried
it ip a flower garden and went baok to
mushrooms. It is recorded by Eveleth a
little further along: *“Since my experience
with that pullet I go meekly mushrooming
in the flelds and pastures; and when I have
set the mushrooms stewing over an open
fire Aristides makes the coffes and in a littie
while we have a banquet fit for kings. * * ¢
There is always water.”

Weddings, christenings and funerals are
touched upon in the letters. The Altrurian
language is happily marked by simple
sounds and simple spelling. The cities of
Altruria “are delightful; clean, airy, quiet,
with the most beautiful architecture, mostly
olassioc and mowtly marble, with rivers
through them and round them, and every
real oconvenience, but not a clutetr of arti-
ficial conveniences, as with us. In the
streets are noiseless trolleys.” When you
go shopping you can get all that you want
or at least all that you ought to have, for
pnothing. There is a highway running
aocross the whole Altrurian continent that
is lined on both sides with stately white
pillars insoribed with the names of dead
Altrurians who were great posts, novellsts,
historians, men of soclence, composers,
inventors, docters, dlngers, orators, garden-
ers or farmers. Can the reader imagine
anything more inspiring and desirable?
Anything except, perhaps, the mushrooms
and the abundant water? Possibly we
should add the simple spelling. But we
must tear ourselves from the haloyon and
bewildering picture.

A Long Gerky Seclalist Stery,

Maxim Gorky's story entitled *Mother”
(D. Appleton & Co.) tells of the efforts of a
group of Russian Socialists to improve and
elovate themselves and to fire and arouse
their brothers, the laboring people. |It
opens with a melancholly sketch of life in a
factory village. There is a froatispiece
pioture, well calculated to wring the reader's
heart, illustrating that passage in the text
which says of the procession of workers
going to the factory in the morning: “With
sombre faces they hastened forward like
frightened roaches, their muscles stiff
from insufficlent sleep: In the chill morning
twilight they walked through the narrow
unpaved street to the tall stone cage that
waited for them with ocold assurance, il-
luminating their muddy road with scores
of greasy, yellow, square ayus. The mud
plashed under their feet as if in mocking
commiseration. Hoarse exclamations 'of
sleepy voices were heard; irritated, peevish,
abusive language rent the air with malice;
and, to welcome the people, deafening
sounds floated about—the heavy whirr of
machipery, the dissatisfled snort of steam.
St¢rn and sombre the black chimneys
stretoched thelr huge, thick stacks high
above the village.”

We are prepared, of course, to think
anything of Russia, but how much of that
pioture is due strictly to the artist—to the
state of his bosom and the inclination and
habit of his band? The unhappy people
in this tale talk constantly of the happy

in France. But Zola, describing the
sorrows of labor in Franco, drew pictures
very much like this. He heaped the same
distressing adjectives together. His mud,
his windows, his chimneys, hie machinery,
his steam, were just as mocking, greasy,
black, whirring, snorting and dissatisfied
Lu Mr. Gorky's.- Every novel of soclalism
that we remember calls a factory a cage.
Surely America is not so bad socially and
eoconomically as Russia, but “The Jungle”
throbs hard with the same profound gut-
terals, if not exaotly the same cadences
and flights and blows of rhetoric, that
we find here. Itis Mr. Gorky's misfortune
that we have grown used to stomach tones,
hitherto emyvloyed perhaps for insufficient
oause, and that now, when it may well be
there is very good occasion for them, they
do not affect us as they did once upon a
time.

Nﬂ.ﬂhl-s we feel that we may reason-
ably shudder and we do shudder at the
acoount here of Michael Viasov, father of
the hero of the tale. Viasov was the strong-
est man in the village. He beat every-

. Anybody offering to beat him
failed in the very beginning through fright.
He wps unpleasantly hirsute, like a raven-
ing seldier that we remember in one of this
author's most disagreeable stories. We
read of him: “When Viasov found him-
self threatened with attaock he oaught a
stone in his hand, or & piece of wood or iron,
and spreading out his legs stood in silenoe
waiting for the enemy. His face over-
grown with a dark beard from his eyes
to his neck, and his handa thiokly covered
with woolly hair, inspired everybody with
fear. People were especially afraid of his
eyes. Small and keen, they seemed to bore
through a man like steel gimlets and every
one who met their gase felt he was confront-
ing a beast, a savage power, inscoessible
to fear, ready to strike unmercifullys ‘Well,
pack off, dirty vermin!' he said gruffly.
His ocoarse yellow teeth glistened terribly
through the thick hair on his face, The men
walked off uttering coward abuse. ‘Dirty
vermin!' he snapped at them, and his eyes

d with & smile sharp as an awl.
Then holding his head in an attitude of
direct challenge, with a short thiock pipe
between his testh, he walked Behind them
and now and then oalled out: *Well, who
wants death? No one wanted it."

This wioked man died in & horrible man-
ner, doubtiess of gdrink and his
In the w
be died he died
all black,
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'NICHOLSON'S NEW NOVEL

The PORT
e o

MISSING
MEN

“Mr. Nicholson, the author of
“T'he House of a Thousand Can-
dies,’ has a happy knack of
entrapping tha wariest old
reader.'"—New York Globe.

““The clash of wita is as bright
as that of knjves."”
—The Nation.

" *The Port of Missing
Men' promises to be fully
as suoccessful as the book
with the name suggestive
of numerous tallow dipa.”
—Philadelphia Record.

“Mr. Nicholson has
written several very read-
able novels. ‘The Port
of Missing Men' is by far
the most interesting
book."

—~Chicago In‘er-Ocean,

Illustrated by
Clarence F. Underwood.
416 pages, $1.50.

BY THE AUTHOR OF

. Che HOUSE

his teeth, his eyes tightly closed. Some-
timee he would say to his wife: ‘Give me
arsenio. Poison me.'” When he had suc-
cumbed people said of him: “He didn't
die; he rotted away like a beast.”

In our opinion this older Viasov, utterly
wioked and objectionable, though he is, is
the most interesting character in the book.
The son Pavel and his companion Socialists
suffer in comparison. He takes the shine
out of them, if we may speak cordially and
without ceremonial fear. It was wrong. |
from an artistio point of view, to turn on |
this glare, and then to exhibit those rush- )
lights, Pavel and his group soon come to
be monotonous and discouraging. The
atory fills itself up with dialogues, speeches
and sermons setting forth or offering to set
forth the hazy Bocialist idea. The reader
smothers in the melancholy ruck. He
perishes in the thick and clinging senti-
ment. He feels as if he were in the middle
of & black bad pudding. If a black bad
pudding were in the middle of him he could
not feel worse. Every Socialist in this tale
is utterly good. Not a Socialist drinks, as
we remember, and only one; a lady, uses
tobacco. The whole lot of them spend
hours in thinking lovingly of the working
people in France, Ttaly, Germany and other
forelgn oountries. Their hearts are forever
melting with unselfish love. Wax in the
aun does not run softer. We have raid that
no Socialist in the book drinks. As a fact
everybody drinks tea, The samovar is
always purring. Everybody ie full of senti-
ment and tea.

There is some action. Pavel tries to or-
ganize a strike. He carries a red banner.
There are oertain police activities. The
title of the book refers to Pavel's mother.
She develops unsuspected powers in ora-
tory. She addresses the people and dis-
tributes secret .‘literature.” The story
ends in & olimax that is not quite clear. The
police beat and choke the mother. It is
said at the last, “There was a rattle in her
throat,” but we cannot tell whether they
really killed her. Doubtless the uncertainty
at the end signifies the conditions in Russia |
at this time.

Shor( Stories and Other Fiction,

1f the reader will forgive the introduotory
cryptic chapter of Mr. Robert W. Chambers's
“The Tree of Heaven" (Appletons) and
will read the following nine for what they
are, namely, separate and unconnected
short stories, he will get a lot of enjoyment.
They are all well told and thoroughly in- t
teresting. They can be read, too, with
pleasure at one sitting, which is a good deal 1

of a feat on the part of the author, for they
all turn on a single point, the actual declar-
ation of love. Some deal with the super-
natural, some are humorous, and there is
skilful use of the telephone, but the varia-
tions on a theme that is eternal are always
artistic. The stories, we fancy, will be
even imore attractive when read aloud.
The one exception is the delirlum of rug

fever with which the book opens, and the |

consequent arrangement of the other
stories in numbered chapters, which only
serve to mystify the reader.

It is needless to expatiate on the merits
of Mr. W. W. Jacobs’'s ghort stories. Those
who know him will know just what to expect
and those who do not will find it to their
advantage to become acquainted with him
as soon as possible, In the dozen tales
contained In “Short Cruises” (Charles
Scribner's S8ons) he shows that the stream
of humor is flowing as freshly as ever. He
is at his best when describing the incidents
of longshore seamanship, but there is ab-
surdity enough in his village tales to satisfy
the reader. The final story in the volume
takes its place beside *Brugglesmith" as an
epic of intoxication.

A somewhat limited audience, though it
may include the majority of readers of
fiction, is appealed to by Mr. Winfield Scott
Moody in “The Pickwick Ladle and Other
Collector's Stories” (Charles Secribner's
Sons). The half dozen tales included all
turn on the chase after some piece of
bric-a-brac and all employ the collector's
peouliar vocabulary. They are full of
good humor and human nature, all the
same, and engage the reader's sympathy
as well as his sense of fun. In one respect
the stories show a marked contrast to a
good deal of present day fiction; the peo-
ple described have distinction and good

| manners,

The seamy gide of the lowest layer of the
theatrical profession is described with
extraordinary knowledge by Helen Green in
“At the Actor's Boarding Table” (Bren-
tano's).

A painful little story of the harm done
by spiritualist imposture will be found

| in Florence Morse Kingsley's “Balm in

QGilead” (Funk and Wagnalls Company).
The pathetic part is real enough to make
the efforts at humor jar.

The theory that every man has at least
one story in him seems to be proved by Mr,
Charles Richardson's “Tales of a Warrior*
(The Neale Publishing Company, New
York). The greater number of the sketches,
though clearly founded on personal e:x-

Continued on Eighth Page.
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THE LADY OF THE

BLUE MOT

By G. 8. PATERNOSTER,

with decorated cover and

colored frontispiece, $1.50.

The suthor of “The Motor Pirate” has written another dashing
motor romance of an audacious heroine and a gallant fellow-motor-
ist. Love, mystery and adventure in up-to-date surroundings fill

its pages.

Published April 2}th---2d Edition on Press

THE FLYING CLOUD

By MORLEY ROBERTS, author of “The Idlers,” “The Promotion
of The Admiral,” ete.

Decorated cover and portrait frontispiece.

“A corkin
stripped naketf,

$1.50.

’
story—a ripping story! The game is human nature
by salt water alchemy reduced’ to its rudiments, as

only Morley Roberts or Joseph Conrad could paint it."—New York

Times.

L. . PAGE & COMPANY.

At Your Bookseliers, or from the Publishers.
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Military criticism and reminiscences
of the greatest importante and interest

Military Memoirs
of a Confederate

A Critical Narrative

Ey

Gen. E. P. Alexander

With ‘portrait and maps. $54.00 nety postage 21 cents

The first expert criticism of the campaigns of the Civil
Gen. Alexander served as Chief of
Artillery under Lee and Longstreet, was a West Point
graduate, and a profound student of military affairs.
impartial judgments, deep knowledge, and vivid afnd illumi-
nating anecdotes make this one of the most important books

War by a participant.

ever published on the Civil War.
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CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

His

How

Come to Know

That is the question every |
one is asking who has read

AT THE ACTORS
' BOARDING HOUSE"

By HELEN GREEN.

Here is Real Life—the Life of New York
Dens, Race Tracks,

Mangle and the Ghild Phenomenon.

Crooks, Hang-Outs.

its Gambling Houses, its Opium
Here are living people -
Maggie De Shine, the Landlady; Imogen, the Ingenue; Mr. and Mrs.

Helen Green has dome for Upper Broadway what Bret

Harte did for California and Kipling did for Indis.

AT ALL BOOKSELLERS. PRICE $1.00.

BRENTANO'S, UNION SQUARE, NEW YO
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The Castle of Doubt

By JOHN H. WHITSON
AUTHOR OF “THE RAINBOW CHASERS," ETc.

is sure he has never before seen.
surprising adventures arouse the
terest on the part of the reader.

_unexpected.

AT ALL BOORSBELLERS

An ingenious and fascinating story of a
young man who finds himself identified as
the husband of a beautiful woman, whom he

cleverly worked out and the ending wholly
With fromtispiece in colov by I. H. Caliga. Cloth, §1.50

LITTLE, BROWN & CO., Publishers, Boston

The hero's
keenest in-
The plot is

The astoundin
woman with two distinct. person-
alities—two women in one. Part
of the time she is good, simple,
devout, meek ; part of the time
enticing, seductive, alluring; dia-
bolical. And her husband falls
in love with—which side of her
do you think? A bewildering,
astonishing story. ‘

To the Credit
of the Sea

‘By Lawrence Nott

A book full of the sweep and
savor of the sea, It is startlingly
real in the dramatic scenes it pre-
sents in the lives of the: brave
fishermen off the *“Banks” and
Labrador coast. The heroism,
daring, and self-sacrifice. which
make up so large a part ‘of their

careers are splendidly portrayed.

The Cruise
of the

“Shining Light” |

By Norman Dancan :
“Nicholas Top is a. character
that Dickens and Stevenson

might have envied. He will take - . ‘

his place as one of the most
likable ‘damned rascals’ in mod-
ern fiction." =N, 2. Globe.

“No modern novel has so
gripped me in years. - If readers
of fiction have not lost a taste
for “style’ in writing, poetry in
description and lifelike character-
ization, The Cruise of the ‘Shining
Light' should take rank at once
as the finest novel of recent
years.—Henry C. Skelley, Literary
Editor, Bosten Herald. .

The
Mystics

By Katherine Cecil Tharston

In this new novel the author
of The Masquerader discloses a
strange and almost mediaeval sit-
uation in the heart of London
to-day.  Its unreality becomes
convincingly real as scene follows
scene with the same persistent
excitement and dramatic suspense
which marked The Masquerader.

Through
the Eye
of the Needle

By W. D. Howselis

“ Read it for the story, abandon
yourself to the charm of the au-
ther's delightful style, catch the
spirit of his humor and his clever

| exposition of the amusing illogi-

cality of our modern life—so
shall the reader enjoy to the full
the quality of this delightful
book."— Brookisn Eagle,

HARPERS PARPERS AARPERS

«“For the busi-
ness man, the minis-
ter, the lawyer, the house-
keeper, everybody —a capital
book,’ says the Rev. Philip
§. Moxom. ety
TH

Efficient Life

By
LUTHER H. GULICK

Doublepape frontisplece
Price, postipald,

$1.32
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